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Reject 


Author's Notes: 
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has a bit of the supernatural, and an overall different tone to anything I've ever written Also, the theme is 
very different, and hopefully the tone is as well. [ts gonna be multichaptered, with time jumps here and there, 
and this is the first one which | suppose serves as chapter one/the prologue. Hope it's well recieved, do leave 


reviews and comment! And no, its not gonna be as odd as the characters involved might make it seem. Enjoy :) 


He'd come back home, only to be sent away yet again. Rejected, this time by his own kind, by his own flesh and 
blood. Banished by those whose names you daredn't speak even within the confines of holy prayer and sacred 
church walls. By those whom he belonged with, in their land of ashes, dust and hellfire. His kin, who thrived on 
agony, suffering and the seven deadly sins alike. Those who reeked of rotting meat, whose skin peeled off their 
bones and behind whose eyelids lay burning wicked eyes of nothingness. Those whose hearts were as black as 
sin, who felt nothing but spite and a malicious joy to bring agone upon the mortals. Those, who when looked 
upon brought fright and terror; worse than anything your darkest nightmares could possibly conjure up. 


That was the world from whence he came, and to which he had thought returning would be joyful. Would be a 


bliss of decadence. Would be all that he had longedfor, all that he had missed during the brief span of time 


he'd been bound to the human world. Because that's the way it had always been How wrong was he not. 


Free at last from his bond, the one between himself and his master, he had returned to this place. To this 
realm of darkness, where no sunshine existed and where flowers did not grow. Its darkness seemed 
overwhelming, its atmosphere stifling, and the thick air through which mist swirled like a gray veil of decay a 


reminder of how this place was the root of all the world's sorrows. 


As his footprints faded, drowned by the ashes of a thousand active volcanoes falling like snow over the barren 
landscape, the lone demon realized that this wasn't the home he remembered. Everything was either dead or 
dying, in a constant state of nothingness; a constant reminder of how frail mortal life was compared to that of 
his and his kin. They were eternal, determined to live forever and see the end of the universe. The end of 
mankind, the end of all which is good and fruitful. And when Earth is eventually engulfed in the flames of the 
red sun, he and his kind would laugh and dance with the flames. 


The landscape never truly changed, miles upon miles of emptiness, although the sound of nothingness transited 
into echoes. They were eerie imitations of human voices, too shrill and guttural to come out of the throats of 
the living. They were encouragements, cries and murmurs, sensous yet deadly and grim. Like death itself, full 

of broken promises but inevitable just the same. He shuddered at the thought; though once he hadn't spared it 


as much as a thought. He wasn't the same. 


The voices had been a warning, a premonition, their whispers all around, coming at the demon from every 
angle. And suddenly, as the dust and mist cleared, he was exposed to the vast wasteland that was his 
homeland. An eternity of cold dead rock; of decaying corpses, of fire and and smoke. And out of thin air, his 
brothers and sisters appeared. 


They all bore his features; something the humans he had known would have refered to as zombies. Dead, 
wrinkled yellow skin. Red, fiery eyes. Silver white hair. Their evil grins were just as welcoming as they were off 
putting, the creatures forming a circle around him. They held clawed hands, reminiscent of school yard children 
singing songs as if mocking it with their twisted chants. 


The Lord appeared then, He who strikes fear into mankind's hearts. He who planted the seeds of the first sin 
within the human, He who's rewarded with all the sinners whom suffer no remorse. The demon bore no name 
in front of his King; this Emperor of all which is evil. This being who consists of nothing but dread and woe and 
agony personified. He whose eyes burn intense as a predator's, He whose gaze weighs heavy upon his 


apprentices, his children. 


The demon's memory must have failed him then, for he remembered how in the past, those eyes did not stir 
him. He had been indifferent to the calculating, cruel scrutiny. Now, it seemed it would near suffocate him, had 


he possessed the need to breathe. It clawed at his heart, his mind no longer his own. 


That was when he understood that something had changed, something wasn't right. That's where the poisonous 
chatter died down around him. That's where he felt all eyes on him, prickling his skin. He; who had once been so 


powerful and revered suddenly felt the intensity of their distaste, of their disappointment, of their disdain. 
‘You. You dare come before me whilst your soul has been corrupted’ 


The air seemed to vibrate, the Lord's fanged snarl never changing; his lips never moving as he spoke. The voice 
seemed to be more of a sensation than a pbysical sound, striking right to the core without actually being 


picked up on by any eardrums. As if it was simply made up in one's mind. 
‘| don't understand,’ said the demon, the homecoming undead one, with confusion evident in his tone. 


‘So much sentiment, so much humility. | am disappointed in you, my wicked child. For centuries, | have sent you 
to Earth to torture and break any vile, weak, cowardly mortal foolish enough to believe they might master 
you. For centuries, | have watched you cheat, lie and manipulate your way into their hearts. Pathetic, 
vulnerable beings that they are, you have always succeeded in your task of corrupting them. You always 


snared them with the ease of a cunning predator: 


The demon hung his head, knowing the Lord's words to be the truth and he felt the chills running down his 
spine. He was a mercenary and an assassin at heart; a coldblooded killer. How many lives had he not 
extinguished in his pursuit of power? Each human whose last breath was taken when held within his hands, 
held in his vice, had been an accomplishment. Had been another victory, another reminder of his immortal 
strength. All the blood on his hands that he could not wash away, all the pain he had caused. As his living, as a 
way to please his Lord. 


‘Ah. There it is, that which was not there before. Can't you feel it? said the Lord, and the smirk that was now 
present on his face was the terrifying, sickening grin of a free murderer knowing he would get away with 
dispatching yet another innocent child. ‘Can't you feel what has been done to you? 


Instinctively reaching for his chest area, the demon faltered. His hand hung midair for seconds as he hesitated, 
before pressing his withered palm to his mostly hollow chest. He felt it, pulsing, the steady beat within his 
chest cavity. The heart which had once been black and dead and devout of compassion altogether. The heart 
which had been wicked, reaping in glee and dismembering with joy. There, it remained but it wasn't the same. 


He knew it, and his fellow demons knew it. 


‘Why? was all he could ask, the demon's eyes almost pleading with his Lord to reveal to him the truth, to 
explain that which he could not comprehend. 


A clawed hand reached for him then, almost affectionate as it cupped his cheek, the touch stinging like the 
prickle of a thousand heated needles. Burning like the fires of hell from whence it was constructed; yet the 
demon could not pull away. He remained frozen in time, awaiting and eagerly anticipating his Lord to enlighten 
him. 


‘Affection, my child. Loyalty. That; the only thing which makes mortals strong. The only way in which their vile 


kind can overpower us. It has touched your heart. It has tainted your soul with its contagious might. However 


much you might deny it, it remains the only truth. | had not anticipated it, not with you. You were always my 


favourite son; said the Lord in a soft, almost grief stricken tone. 


The demon knew then that he was forsaken by his own kin. Forsaken by that which had been his only home, 
that which had been the only way he had known. He realized that this world of death and vicious glee was not 
his any longer. Instead of the bare solid rock, the dusting of ashes beneath his bare feet - he wished for soft 


green grass, covered by damp dew. 


Instead of the smoke in the air, it's stench of rotting dead bodies - he longed for a light rainfall, a dark blue 
sky full of stars, the scent of sweet blossoming jasmines and lillies. He had become soft, he had become 
sensitive, he had become sentimental. None of which were qualities suited a demon. Sighing, he understood and 


accepted his fate. 
‘Do with me as you please: 


‘| cannot, the Lord replied, shaking his head as if reprimanding the wayward demon. ‘You have been touched by 
sentiment, twisted by affections. You are no longer within my reach. | wish to punish you, my son. To chain 
you to the fiery pit and pine you for a thousand centuries to come, and then another thousand. | wish to pull 
you apart, tear your limbs from your body. | wish to see you suffer; for the betrayal towards those who are 
your one true family. But | cannot. The light within your heart is my undoing, and your saving grace. Instead, | 
shall banish you. You shall never set foot in this land of the undead again for as long as you live. You shall 
wander through eternity a lone, lost soul deemed to watch the world of the living wither and die around you. 
That is your punishment, to lose all that you hold dear to the hands of time. That the fate which awaits you, 
my child Now go! 


A submissive nod, and the demon felt the bittersweet sting in his very core. The knowledge of what future 
awaited him, the knowledge of his being trapped between two worlds. The place where he was conceived to 
which he would never return, and the place where he would spend his immortal life but to which he could 


never truly belong. 


Torn between two realms, but with no hopes of residing as anything but a spectator in the only one in which 
he may exist. As he left through the gates of Hell, smoke and ashes and death behind him, he knew only one 
person to seek out. He knew but one route to take. It wasn't home, but it was the closest thing to it that he'd 


ever hope to gain. 


Ritual 


Author's Notes: 
Not sure if I'll post the rest of the fic, depends how much attention it gets. So, here is the second chapter for 


now, enter Steve. :) 


The demon waited, impatiently and nearly seething with shame and rage. He remained settled on the couch, the 
furniture inside the small apartment looking worse for wear, worn and disheleved. It had been two centuries 
since he'd last been summoned, then by a sorcerer seduced by his own lust for power. Not that it had 
bothered the demon, he lived to kill and maim, he lived to feed upon human souls and destroy their brief, 
worthless lives. In fact, all of his previous masters had been cut from the same mold; ruthless, fearsome, 
blood thristy. He didn't particularly enjoy serving lowly mortals, but it offered him a reason to make mankind 
suffer so he gladly accepted the outlet. However, this one seemed to be quite the opposite. As the demon had 
manifested himself through a fiery blaze of smoke and ashes, the man had remained unmoving, immobile in his 


bed. Either the human was dead, or he could sleep through just about anything. 


He seemed to have lingered about for hours, taking a moment to walk around the flat. There weren't too many 
homely items, so the creature guessed that the man hadn't resided here for very long. A couple of photos on 
the desktop along with hastily scribbled down rimes and poems. The demon deduced the man must be a poet. It 
wasn't until past noon, long after day break, long after the sun had risen in the sky that the man in bed awoke 
with the most pathetic of whines. The demon rolled his eyes, less than impressed by his newest master. What 
more, he felt no presence of malice, not a speck of wickedness. Normally, a despicable human being, decadent in 


every way, would bring with them an aura tainting their pure soul. The man had none of that. 


Still on the couch, arms folded confidently behind his head, he listened to the man getting up and doing his 
business in the bathroom. It wasn't until somewhat heavy footsteps entered the living room area that he 
smirked, showing off his sharp teeth and offering the most unsettling, downright horrifying grin he could 
muster up. The man - although boy would have been a much more appropriate word to describe him - gaped, 
eyes wide with fear as he dropped his fresh coffee mug with a loud crash, scalding liquid splattering his bare 
feet. He flinched but didn't move, the tousled long brown curls on his head sticking out every which way, face 


pale and eyes red rimmed. 


‘Did you lose your ability to speak, boy? said the demon, tilting his head to the side and examining the boy 
with little interest. 


The boy's mouth moved as if he was speaking, but not a word would come out. He seemed more uncertain of 
what to think that actually afraid at this point however. He simply remainedrooted to the floor, blocking the 
doorway, and the demon could tell by the sound of the boy's beating herat that he was ready to fight rather 


than flee, if it would save him. So, he wasn't a coward. That made him a bit less of a letdown. 


‘You summoned me last night. | suppose you wouldn't have much memory of it, you reek of alcohol so | 


assume you and your friends must have been rather drunk. Quite a pity. 


"Oo.. ‘00 the bludi ‘ell are ye..? Is this sum sort o' doss bludi prank, because | wouldn't say its very fuckin’ 
funny, the boy stuttered, seemingly more confused than anything, not letting his guard down for a moment 


however. 


‘Do you honestly think anybody could conjure up something as horrific as myself simply as a means to prank 
their mate? No, manchild, | am but the real thing. As real as any of your human kin, as live as yourself, evil 
incarnate, said the demon, a nearly condescending smirk crowning his features as he vanished, disappearing in 


thin air only to reappear right next to the boy. 


The human swallowed a shriek, rearing back until he found himself trapped against the doorsill. His heart was 
racing, the demon could feel and hear it pounding, could sense the fear. But the human would show none of it, 
his face stoic and the mask concealing his inner emotions indifferent. He bore a serious scowl, lips pinched 
tightly together, fists all but ready to come up and deliver punches in self defense. So powerless, and had he 
not been the one to summon the demon, the creature would have wrung the boy's neck in that moment if only 
for the satisfaction of seeing the bold man fall lifeless to the floor. But as was the situation, he could not. The 
demon was unable to physically harm the boy, bound by the spell and the ritual that had been performed. 


‘| must still be bludi dreamin’... the boy mumbled to himself, his young smooth face creasing just a tad at the 
forehead as he frowned. 


‘You most certainly are not, manchild. As unpleasant as the experience is for the both of us, fact remains that 
you summoned me. Through your ritual; the one of blood. | am to serve you, and you alone, until the chains 
have been borken and you have returned to me that freedom which is mine: 


Ritual?" the boy repeated, his eyes blank as if the word told him nothing, and for a moment the demon 
assumed that the human had no memory of the previous night, mankind's minds were after all easily erased 


when exposed to alcoholic beverages. 


Then, the intial haze seemed to fade, the boy's eyes growing wide with shock as the tale seemed to strike a 
chord. The demon could easily recall what happened, the blood spilt upon a nameless grave. Snickering; too loud 
voices echoing throughout the misty fog of the graveyard, words slurred as the chant ingraved on the 
tombstone was read aloud. Again, and again, as if it might drag some ghost or spirit of ancient out for a 
fright. Selfish, naive, stupid young human men thinking their acts would have no consequences. The five all 
pricking their fingertips, pressing them to the cold dead rock in hopes of a cheap thrill. None of them coherent, 
none of them having any common sense. The creature's new master had been the last of the group, his blood 
a bit sweeter, his thumb lingering for just a split second longer than his fellow humans. It had made all the 
difference; although he could never have known. And when he had stumbled home that night way past midnight 
in a drunken blur, he could never have suspected that the chill he felt running down his spine came from the 


pair of glowing red eyes that bore into his back. 


‘Ye mean.. at the graveyard..?' the boy finally asked, his already timid voice soft and quiet, barely audible as he 


held the creature's gaze. 


The demon nodded, his expression still indifferent, hands on his hips in an almost human act of defiance. ‘Yes. 
You summoned me; you offered me your blood, you bound me to yourself. | am obliged to serve you, and as 


much as I'd enjoy ripping your still beating heart out of your chest, | cannot. My will is no longer my own’ 


‘So, wot yer tellin’ me is that I'm sumhow yer master because o' this nonsense bludi ritual l'm s'posed ta ‘ave 
performed, the sentence was more of a statement than a question, and the demon watched the boy run his 
hand through his unruly dark brown curls. ‘Ye can't do me any ‘arm, an’ ye ‘ave ta serve me? Fer ‘ow long are 


we s'posedly bound ta one another? ‘Ow do | know that wot ye told me is true? 


The demon frowned, he had never met such a inquisitive or ignorant human. His former masters had all had 
previous knowledge of the dark arts, of black magic and the likes of it. They knew what he was, they knew 
what the bond meant before they agreed to the terms. This boy knew nothing, but he had many questions and 
from the looks of it, he was far from dumb. Give him a few decades of experience, and he might even turn 


out somewhat wise. The creature wasn't keen on having to teach the boy everything, but it had to be done. 


‘| haven't killed you, have |? | waited patiently for you, | can't lay a finger on you unless you allow it. And if you 
ever do offer me the opportunity, that is where | might become an actual threat. As long as you keep me at 
bay, you can use my powers as you please. For either purpose you desire. | have control of all seven sins, and 
any desire you might harvest in correlation to them, | can fulfill We are bound by blood, your human blood is 
what protects you, your human soul. We shall remain tied together for as long as you wish, for as long as | 
may be of use to you, for as long as l'm in debt to your blood sacrifice. You can choose not to trust me, but 
the truth will remain the same. | shall be at your side, for you and those you choose to reveal my name to to 
see. At other times, | will be invicible, as the wind in your hair or the dark side of the moon’ 


‘So, wotever | wont, ye can give ta me? Are there no restrictions? the boy asked, seemingly more interested 


now, taking a small step towards the demon towering over him. 


The creature shook his head, beginning to feel impatient once more, his clawed fingers drumming against his 
upper arm as he folded his arms across his chest. ‘No. Except for a few, there are hardly any true 
restrictions. | am no genie, | do not grant you wishes, but if you work for your dark or greedy desires, | can 
help turn them into fruition: 


‘An’ wot if.. | would rather prefer ta work ‘ard? Ta prove meself worthy o' the things I'm fightin’ fer? Wot 
then?! 


‘Then, | would laugh at you and tell you that human beings are made to take the easy way out. You are all 
greedy, proud and selfish. You all want what makes you happy, you all want what's best for you. You don't 
care about your own kin, you worry not about what harm and havoc you might wreak upon others. If you 
were To tell me you'd prefer to succeed through your own ambitions, | would tell you to go ahead. Prove it. 
Show me that you are not like the rest of your pathetic, weak species. You shall fail, as do all humans in the 


end; said the demon, secure and confident in his own words as he snarled proudly down at the boy. ‘Do you 
have what it takes to make a bet with me, manchild? Do you believe you can change my perception, one which 


has remained unaltered since the very beginning of time, by your mere, petty existence? By conviction only 


‘Yes,’ said the boy, his eyes burning. ‘I do, an’ if | manage ta prove it, ye will be free. Is that a fair enough deal 
fer ye?" 


Baffled, the demon raised his eyebrows. Never had he seen such determination, and despite the boy's meek and 
boyish features, a mere teen, he found himself somewhat impressed. Nodding, the creature extended a clawed 
hand to shake on the deal, to seal the agreement. The boy didn't hesitate for a second, but reciprocated the 
gesture, taking the demon's cold dead hand in his warm live one. And so, the bargain was struck. Win or lose, 
and the demon was convinced he'd be the one to bring home victory. He had never before lost, and if he would, 


he might win his freedom a few decades earlier than he would otherwise. Either way, all goods came to him. 


‘So, yer a.. monster? Do ye ‘ave a name?” asked the boy. ‘| s'pose | could ask ye ta call me master, but I'd 
prefer ta go by Steve. Thats wot me mates call me: 


‘Steve, the demon repeated, remaining silent as he mulled the simple name over before responding. ‘| am a 
demon, bred and spawned at the gates of hell. The name | have is shared between me and my kin, my brothers 
and sisters. We're one and the same, we need not any singular identity: 

‘But I'm goin’ ta need a name fer ye, | can't just call ye "the demon" or wotever,' the human stubbornly pointed 
out, looking around himself as if trying to come up with something, his eyes lingering at the shelf in the corner 
of the room; stacked with books upon end. “Ow about.. Eddie? 


‘Are you trying to joke, human? the demon hissed. 


‘Steve. Me name's Steve, not ‘uman. An’ no, | think Eddie will ‘ave ta do. It sort o' suits ye, don't ye think? 


Remorse 
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‘Are you tired already, manchild?' chuckled Eddie, an almost mean spirited sneer in place on the demon's 
horrifying face as he watched his human master enter the hotel suite. 


The young man looked positively drained; his posture hunched and his shoulders sagging. Simply carrying his 
duffle bags seemed to be a physical struggle, as the bags almost trailed behind him to drag accross the floor 
with each step he took. The man's hair was matted, the usually bouncy curls flat and greasy while plastered 
to his head. His face was pale, his dark eyes somewhat bleary. He looked as if whatever was going on in his life 
was taking a toll on him. But then, the man had proven himself to be a workaholic, true to his word that he 
would achieve his goals without any additional supernatural assistance. No matter what might have to be 
sacrificed when it came to his family, friends and love life. No matter how he worked his ass off in order to 


make both the band and the private life stay separate from one another, and still in focus. 


‘Will ye ever stop callin’ me that? | wouldn't think o meself as much o' a child anymore,’ muttered the human 
under his breath, shooting the demon a small glare as he threw his loaded bags on top of the bed spread and 
began unpacking his various belongings, seeing as he would be staying here for a few days before the 
machinery moved onto the next city. 


‘Not likely, but since you're so damn prickly tonight, | suppose | might as well be nice, Steve, Ed said with an 
eye roll, drawling the name to empathize how nice he was being while using his master's preferred name. ‘Or, 


perhaps | should say Stephen? Or Harry might be even better? 


An annoyed scoff was the only reply, and Ed smirked to himself, pleased to know he'd successfully managed to 
irritate Steve. He'd made it almost a little personal game to see how quickly he could get on his master's 
nerves, as a way to pass time and as a way to break through the man's stoic facade. He stubbornly ignored 
the odd sense of something almost like regret flickering within his chest cavity, brushing it aside like nothing. 
Now was as good a time as any to amuse himself, he figured. Instead, the demon laid back, resting on the small 
settee couch the room offered poised opposite the bed. He folded his arms behind his head, crossed his legs 
although the couch was much to small and not even half of his frame fit on it. The creature had become 
quite accostumed to the modern human way of life, and to all the necessities that hadn't been present when 
he was last taken for a twirl in their domain. One thing in particular he'd come to fancy was the mass media, 


things like television and the ability to now know everything within hours upon its initial happening. Newspapers 


had existed in the Victorian era, sure, but they were never as vast and never covered as much information as 


Today's radio airings or the news hour on TV. 


Though right now, Eddie wasn't watching the TV. He was eyeing the weary, exhausted bass player accross the 
room. The human had successfully stacked up everything from hand lotion to a few bags of grocery store 
sweets on top of the narrow hotel room bed, and now stood with his hands on his hips seemingly surveying his 
purchases. The demon noted some odd stuff sticking out from the usual mass of items Steve travelled with; 
like the addition of a few stuffed plush toys which he knew the man wouldn't have bought for his own sake. 
There were four precisely; a pink unicorn, a little lion with a wild mane, a dragon with huge red sparkly eyes 
and an elephant. Strangely enough, the elephant seemed to be the least off lookingm less stylized animal out of 
the bunch. Confused, with his brows furrowed, Eddie watched as the human set the four toys aside, placing 
the various bags of sweets next to them. They were also four to the number, each a different brand. When 


he was done, the bassist seemed to be stepping back again. 


‘Ye think they'll like them? he suddenly asked, craning his neck and turning halfway around to throw a glance at 
the demon over his shoulder; a small sad smile on his lips before looking back at his newly purchased collection 
‘Wotever, wot the ‘ell do ye know? Yer just a bludi demon, eh: 


Ed suppressed the urge to roll his eyes at the assumption he wouldn't understand. He might not quite grasp 
the emotional meaning behind the act, but he knew Steve had bought these gifts for his four kids waiting back 
home. The man always spoke fondly of them, sometimes sharing vivid stories in spite of his own usual quiet 
manners. He would lose himself in the memories, he would smile brightly, his eyes would sparkle. Even as a 
demon who had never known of love in the human sense, Eddie knew that Steve was what the human race 
would deem an invested and devoted father. Despite perhaps not being around his children as much as the 


ordinary dad, he seemed to somehow make it work. He seemed to care enough. 


‘tm not a fool, Steve. For the kids, aren't they? Initially, | nearly believed you'd bought them for the band 
mates; that unicorn feels like a perfect match for Dave. And the lion would be for good old Bruce, right? the 


demon remarked, amused by his own notion, finding his own little joke to be rather funny. 


‘Ye know, | almost think they would be ‘appier than the kids, if | wos ta do it like that, mumbled the bassist 
with another shrug, keeping his back turned to his companion but his aura gave away what state of mind he 
was in, and it wasn't much of a good one. 


For a second time, Eddie found himself strangely confused. He knew a lot about humans byt now, but he didn't 
know a lot about their supposed emotional scheme, givien the sort of people he had been serving in the past. 
He knew nothing of the makings of a human family other than what Steve had shown him, nor of the way one 
was supposedly bound together, but from what little he had picked up on while regarding TV's persumption of 
family life in comparison to how Steve's was carrying out, something wasn't quite as picture perfect. Sure, as 
he'd gathered, Steve was a loving father, but somehow that came off as not enough. Something was just a tad 
off, and the demon thoughtfully tapped his non existant bottom lip while attempting to put the pieces together. 
He knew Steve cared immensely for his daughters and his little son, and he knew the man loved his sweet wife. 


Those things weren't missing, so it must be something else. Something of great importance. Cursing himself for 


his ignorance, his vast intelligence of black magic useless in such a situation, Eddie damn near heaved a sigh. 


‘So, what's the catch? | can tell. | might not be very aware of what a human family is built from, but | can tell 
you aren't quite happy with yours despite the manner in which | do notice that you're trying hard, the demon 
finally pointed out, folding his arms across his chest, his inquisitive burning red eyes scrutinizing the bassist's 


back. 


A small, weak chuckle was the human's only intial response, before he spoke. ‘Well, let's just say the missus 
isn't very ‘appy with me bein gone the better part o' the year. Says I'm missin’ the sprogs' wee years, an‘ | 
s'pose she's right but wot the ‘ell can ye do? But well, one; she doesn't wont ta raise the kids all by ‘erself, 
which | frankly understand, an’ | would ‘elp ‘er out more if | ‘ad the bludi time ta. Two, she thinks I'm buggerin' 
everythin’ an’ anythin’ with a bludi ‘ole, which | don't fuckin’ get. | wouldn't cock it up with ‘er, she's the one | 
wont ta be with, ‘ow fuckin’ ‘ard is that ta get? Ugh: 


Ed watched as Steve's hands clenched into tught fists at his sides for a brief moment before going slack again, 
a soft snort filtering through the air. 


‘| wouldn't dream o' doin’ that, ye know? Cheatin’ on ‘er. | luv ‘er, | luv our kids. She knew wot she wos gettin’ 
‘erself into when she married me, didn't she? She knew Maiden wos gettin’ big, why the fuck is she complainin’ 
now? Why won't she just let me ‘ave this? It's all | ever wonted, she always said | should go fer it, why.. 


Eddie didn't know what he was supposed to reply with, he had never before heard a master complain about his 
unability to be with his loved ones. In fact, the only family oriented thing he had witnessed was how one of the 
men - Harold something, was it? - who had controlled his powers slaughtered his entire blood line just for the 
thrill of it. What did he know of Steve's issues? Not much, but they were apparently eating the man alive for 
some reason. Not saying anything, Ed sat up on the couch, crossing his legs Indian style and watching intently 
as the man across the room added a couple of various little items to the four piles of things. Lots of hair 
pins, little bracelets and necklaces for the girls. A couple of little race cars for George. Even a cassette tape 
or two for Lauren; the oldest. Eddie seemed to recall Steve had mentioned she was developing a huge interest 


in music, and her dad was clearly nurturing it accordingly. 


When everything was in place, the bassist settled down in the middle of the mess he'd made of his bed. On one 
side; the little gift piles, on the other the bags and his personal belongings thrown haphazardly in a heap. The 
demon watched as the man rubbed his bleary face, listened to him exhale an almost laboured breath, and for 
some inexplicable reason, the creature felt almost.. sorry? As in, sympathetic? No, that wasn't possible. Shaking 
his head, Eddie denied the implication that made about himself, telling himself that whatever he was 
experiencing had nothing to do with such a human emotion, had nothing to with Steve and his inner turmoil. 
Yet, when his eyes went back to the human accross from him, his heart did ache. Steve seemed so small, so 
fragile, leaning forward with his elbows on his knees, his head in his hands. He looked like the perfect image of 


misery. 


‘That's not all, is it? the demon cautiously asked after a moment, his raspy almost nasal growl tearing 


through the silence of the room, making the bassist notably flinch in surprise. 


Picking his head up, the human held Ed's gaze if only for a few seconds, but it was unusual none the less. The 
man rarely made eye contact with anyone who wasn't his wife or kids. Then he sighed yet again, and shook his 


head, straightening up to clasp his hands between his legs. 


‘No. No, | s'pose not. Ye see, l.. | fergot Lauren's birthday. Well, not fergot it per se. | just didn't ‘ave the time 
ta call ‘er, | wos scheduled fer interviews all day an’ then we ‘ad our show durin’ the night. I'd promised ‘er | 
would call ‘er, an’ | didn't, ye know? Steve admitted finally, his eyes on the floor as he rubbed his nose with 


the back of his hand. 


‘An’, ye know, | called ‘er the next day as soon as | woke up. | felt like fuckin’ bollocks, bludi ‘ead ache, but wot 
can ye do? | should ‘ave called ‘er the day before, | felt fuckin’ guilty, | s'pose, an’ she.. she didn’t say it, but | 
could tell, ye know? That she wos disappointed in me. She.. wos so quiet, ye know? She's never like that with 
me, she always just - just goes on an' on, ye know? But she wouldn't, then. An’ when we said bye, well.. uh, | 
s'pose, she usually says she luvs me, or wotever, ye know? But l.. | ‘ad ta say it first, an she just.. course, it 


wos the same as usual next time | called, but it.. ‘ow could | fuckin’ ferget that? 


There was just something in that confession that got to Eddie, something to crawl under his skin and etch it's 
way into that little lump of black coal he was sure beat in his chest, and that somehow was supposed to act 
as his heart. Perhaps it was the sincerity, the vulnerability and remorse in Steve's soft tone. Perhaps it was 
the fact that this confession itself came from a man who rarely if ever showed his negative emotions openly, 
perhaps he was impressed by the courage the human was showing when putting his softest spot on display in 
this manner to someone who might very well take advantage of it if necessary in the future. Perhaps, it was 
the fact that the creature had probably never heard Steve string together more than a couple of sentences 
at a time, never heard him hold any longer sort of monologues that weren't business related. Or perhaps, it 


was just the expression on his face the entire time he spoke, the red cheeks and the downcast eyes and the 


slight tremble of his bottom lip. 


‘Oh, uh. the demon found he wanted to say something, anything, to ease his master's burden, but at the same 
time he had no idea what might be considered helpful. ‘Did you tell her that you were regretful? As humans 
do, I've heard, did you apologize?" 


The human gave Eddie a brief, odd look, a mixture between annoyance and surprise, but it quickly faded back 


into what could only be described as sadness or sorrow. 


‘Of course | did. Only it's not the first time, an’ | ‘ave a bad ‘unch sayin’ it won't bludi be the last.. but then, 
she called me up a couple o' days ago, Lauren, | mean, ar'.. | could tell she ‘asn't fergotten it, yw know? She.. 
wos very upset, she.. | don't know, | spose she wos cryin’, she said ‘er mom wos angry again, | don't know...’ 
Steve shook his head as he went quiet for a moment, his curls bouncing wildly around his shoulders. ‘She... said 
she missed me, ye know? Wished | would come ‘ome, stay with ‘er fer a bit, just ‘er an me. An‘ l.. | really wish 
| could. Fuckin’ ‘ell, | wish | could. | told ‘er, but ye know, she doesn't understand why, so i made ‘er sad again, 


ar | just.. fuck: 


Yet again, silence fell over the two. The demon scratched his neck awkwardly, the gesture almost eerie in its 
resemblance to the subliminal act of a misplaced human as he felt the vibrations of the human man's 
accelerated heartrate through the aura of the room. The only sound was Steve's heavy breathing, even what 
might have been a sniffle or two, along with the vague humming of the heater beneath the window sill. 
Outside, it was getting dark, the sun slipping farther out of reach for each moment that passed. Yet, red 
glowing eyes never left the man's face, although he saw less of it the darker it got. The several inches of long 


chestnut brown curls did helped a fair deal with hiding the human's facial features, as well. 


‘You are aware that | could help you out with that, aren't you? If you wished to, | could snap my fingers, and 
you would have more time for them. Lauren would be right here, in this room. If that is what you would like 
for me to do. l.. | don't know the first thing about your emotions, | don't know the meaning of, as you humans 


say, missing a beloved one. But | could help you, | suppose,’ Eddie finally said, looking almost kind in that moment. 


Picking his head up, the broken smile on his master's lips did the demon in, left him with an uncomfortable 
pressure welling up in his chest. What more, the clear traces of wetness lingering along his bottom lashes that 
the man was no longer doing anything to hide felt like a kick in the gut. The pain Steve was going through 
became palpable, and for the first time, the creature realized how the man must feel torn between his duties. 
Between his family that should always come first by human standards, and the profession he had chosen that 


was an all around the clock full time job. 


‘No, Ed. It's me own mess, | put meself on the spot an’ | ‘ave ta bludi well solve it on me own It's me fault. But 
| do appreciate the offer, if | didnt know ye ‘ave an agenda, I'd almost think o' it as sumwot kind. Thank ye; the 
bassist said, his voice slightly unsteady as he reached up to wipe away the beginning tears forming in his eyes 
with the sleeve of his arm, ridding himself of the evidence as he took on his usual mostly sombre, matter of 


fact approach to life. 


‘You're welcome, the demon mumbled, caught aback by the sight, and had he possessed the ability, he might 
have blushed. 


Still, he sensed Steve's aura, and it remained unchanged. Tired, weary, sad, regretful. Only, now the creature 
knew a bit more of what those sentiments meant; he had seen it through Steve. And anything new he might 
learn of the human race was always a plus in his book A soft smile, that was neither malicious nor mocking, 
crept onto his face as he watched the human put on a straight face and turn back towards his gift piles, 
rubbing his hands together before wrapping them up neatly one by one in the little foldable cardboard boxes 


he had brought. His determination never seized to impress the demon; his drive admirable. 


"Elp me keep track o which one is which, in case | ferget ta write down the names, said the bassist, with a 


small chuckle, once he finished up his handiwork. 


‘Alright;' Eddie nodded, without protests or snarky remarks, for the first time since the two had met. 


Repercussions 
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The walls shook with the force as the door slammed shut, Eddie almost startled despite the fact that he had 
known Steve was on the way. He'd heard the footsteps going down the stairs to his cellar hideout in the house. 
It was a big combined work room and lounge area; consisting of a wall desk with an office chair, shelves filled 
to the brim with maps containing neatly sorted paperwork regarding the business of Iron Maiden, a sort of 
beatup couch that the human didn't have the heart to toss out, a billiard table in the middle that crammed up 
any empty space, and a pricy CD/vinyl/casette all in one player complete with towering stereo speakers and 
the latest technology provided surround sound. There was also a walkthrough door to the room where Steve 
kept the collection of bass guitars he simply didn't use much. It was the spot where Ed would spend most of 
his time in Steve's mansion, so he was well familiar with it. It was also where Steve would speak to him in 
private, as a mutual, listening to ideas and sharing opinions. It had come to be the place the demon refered to 


as his home away from home, given he needed no sleep and wouldn't have a bedroom to retreat to. 


Hurried steps came closer, passing the corridor which diverted to the laundry room and then the door to the 
work room was yanked open In came the man, a flurry of long dark curls and sharp angry movements as he 
slammed this door too shut, furiously twisting the lock to make sure no one would enter uninvited. Cocking his 
head to the side, the demon furrowed his brow. He'd adapted more and more human like gestures with Steve 
as his master, since he wasn't simply restricted to doing evil dirty work. He was brought along for advice on 
tour, and he'd been exposed to all the band members by now. They fancied him and his company, and he found 
he got along particularly well with Bruce and Nicko. They resembled him the most, although he couldn't pinpoint 
how. They weren't evil, but they had a mischievous streak and a taste for the good in life. They lived just a 
tad more on the sinful side than the rest of the boys. Not that that was necessarily bad. 


However, at the moment, it was Steve that was the focus. The man remained by the door, hand still clutching 
the door handle. Slowly, he tipped his head forwards until his forehead pressed against the wooden frame. His 
shoulders heaved with heavy, almost laboured breaths, and what little of the human's face that Ed could 
glimpse was red and flushed. The creature recognized enraged, upset Steve when he saw him. Only, it was rare 
to get a mixture of both. The man was normally either, never both. Setting the bag of popcorn - a rather 
newfound weakness in the world of the mortals - he'd been nursing aside on the little coffee table by the 


armrest, Eddie leant forward. 
‘The missus again?’ 


Ed watched the human flinch as the thick silence was broken, straightening up and if he'd had lips, the demon 


would have been chewing on them. He didn't know what it was he was experiencing, but the sight of the man 


made his chest ache persistently. Made him want to reach out, want to offer a helping hand, however strange 
the notion may be to him. A heavy, unsteady sigh made his ears perk, intently listening - all his attention on 
Steve. 


‘Yeah. Yeah, | spose ye could say that, came a forced chuckle, almost a snort. 


A soft sigh, the demon not having much of patience with hidden truths and the riddles in which mortals 
sometimes spoke when attempting to conceal their true desires and motives. It was one thing he had not 
managed to grasp, he didn't understand why so many humans felt the need to dance around the subject in 
favour of expressing their innermost wishes. The wicked people he had served had all been bold and straight 
forward with their needs for destruction and conquering, but Eddie had found that kind normal people seemed 
to struggle to be as frivolous. The demon huffed a bit louder, disappearing from his spot on the couch only to 


reappear a few feet behind the man. 
‘That's all? he said, his voice a rasp but without its usual cocky note. 
‘Wot's there ta say? 


‘Well, | would not know that now, would |?" said the demon, maintaining the same almost soft voice; not urging 


or forcing anything out of his master. 


A swallow. Then another. Hard, audible, and Ed could almost feel how tightly wound the human's muscles must 
be. How painfully his throat must be constricting. And he realized this wasn't just one of the usual scuffles 
affecting Steve, it wasn't just the average argument. Heaven knew Ed had heard his fair share of those; the 
human and his woman screaming until their throats were raw, one storming up the stairs in tears, the other 
retreating enraged and guilt ridden to his downstairs hideout. He knew the two didn't mean to butt heads, but 
it seemed the more time that passed, the worse their situation was getting. He'd tuned into Steve's psyche a 
couple of times unknowingly, just skimmied through what he could find. He knew the man blamed himself for 
the way his marriage was deteriorating. The demon might not understand why it was such an important thing 


to cling to, but he accepted that the ida of maintaining a wholesome family meant everything to Steve. 
‘Sh - she's takin’ them, Ed.. 


The man's voice was so quiet, that had Ed not been paying attention, he might have missed it. He might not 
have picked up on it. There was a shaky note to it, and the demon watched the human curl his hand into a 
tight fist; trembling at his side with the force behind it. Taking just one step towards Steve, Eddie sensed the 
conflicted emotions within the other man, sensed his laboured aura It was heavy, burdened, pained. Had it been 
only a few years ago, the demon would have pushed on until the man snapped at him, tossed the truth in his 
face. Now he found himself waiting, knowing that eventually, he'd learn the rest. Learn what was weighing the 


man down. And as he'd guessed, after what felt like an eternity of silence, Steve caved in 


She.. she's ‘ad enough.. says l'm n-never ‘ome, never there.. says | don't care f-fer ‘er, fer the kids... says | 


don't wont wot's best fer them, she - wh-why the fuck would she say that ta me? She knows | l-luv them, 


fuck - sh-she knows | luv ‘er..! Why would she do this ta m-me..?!' 


This time it was the creature's turn to flinch and Steve slammed his palm full force into the wooden surface 
of the door, twice, the thin plywood encasing it forever marked by the incident; the hand imprints immortalized. 
Then the man gasped for breath, as if he'd been suffocating, as if his head was suddenly above the surface of 
the stride streams intent on dragging him down to the depths below. The creature stood powerless as he 
watched his master's legs give in, watched him crumble and sag to the floor; watched him wrap his arms 
around himself as sobs wracked his narrow frame. The sound was heart wrenching, numbing and overwhelming 


all at once; the loud whimpers filling the room as the man finally broke under the weight of sorrow. 


‘Sh-she ‘as custody, sh-she's gon'.. she won't let me s-see them.! She's t-takin' me darlings..! O-Oh my G- 
god. 


The demon felt awkward and misplaced, watching the man curl up into a heap of misery by the threshold, legs 
pulled up underneath him and face still hidden behind his mop of curls. He felt as if he was interrupting a 
private moment, intruding on Steve's mourning of something that had clearly meant the world to him. And the 
kids, Ed knew the lengths Steve would go to to protect and assure his offspring that they were loved and 
highly treasured by him. Watching them get snatched out of his reach wasn't fair; not when their father 
valued them so. Without realizing it, the creature's feet moved on their own accord until he could kneel down 
by the man's side. Hesitating, he reached out with a clumsy hand until he touched the top of the human's 
head. 


The sobs came to an abrupt halt. Surprise - or shock perhaps? - replacing them with deep ragged breaths 
and singular sniffles. But Eddie didn't withdraw his hand. He had never thought of touching the human before, 
and he found himself entranced by the soft, silky texture of the long chestnut brown curls. Slowly, he ran his 
fingers along them, followed them all the way down Steve's back to the more course ends. He raised his hand, 
repeated the act with less caution, caressing Steve's hair and back the way one might rub a pet's back It 
might not be much, might be out of place - but it was done with the best intentions. Done with a sudden will 


to heal, to nurture, to console - one that the creature had never been aware he possessed in the first place. 
‘E-ed.2' came a hoarse whisper, as the human slowly picked his head up. 


Eddie couldn't mask the concern invading his features the moment Steve's face was bared to his eyes. The 
vision of red rimmed, watery dark orbs. Of tear stricken puffy cheeks. Of swollen lips. Snot, saliva, sweat, tears 
smeared all over the place. Glueing stray curls and hairs to the man's cheeks and chin. His breathing wheezing, 
his mouth hanging open. He looked nothing like the capable, confident man that the demon had come to know. 
Had developed a somewhat soft spot for, he realized now. Because he wanted nothing more than to see a smile, 


a glimpse of hope. 


‘You know what to say, if you would like me to fix it. To change everything,’ offered the demon, it wasn't what 
he had intended to say and his eyes went wide as he took his hand back, desperately hoping he hadn't offended 


the human - hadn't caused him further pain. 


Steve swallowed again, wiping his face with his shirt sleeve to rid himself of the mess he'd made; clear himself 
of evidence and rubbing his face raw in the process. Shifting, he settled with his back against the door frame, 
legs stretched out in front of him and head tipped back. His eyes fell shut and he took long, deep breaths to 
calm down. Then he sighed heavily, shaking his head. 


‘N-no. No, its me fault, Ed. It wouldn't be fair ta ‘er, she made ‘er choice. | can't force ‘er ta stay with me, ye 


know? It's not up ta me: 
‘But it could be; said Eddie, clenching his jaw tightly to bite back any further slipups. 


‘Yes. But not fer me. I'll ‘ave ta work fer it, ye know? Ta see me kids again. Ta prove meself. It's wot | do best. 


Work. Innit?! 


Another sigh, and Steve opened his eyes, turning to take a long look at his demon companion. The creature 
found it both unnerving and reassuring, the fire in the man's eyes perhaps not as bright as usual, but it 
hadn't diminished. It was still there, he could see it burning just beneath the surface. Even as the human's 
eyes teared up again, even as globs trailed down his red face to drip off of his chin Even as he bit his bottom 
lip, chin beginning to wobble. 


The demon did the only thing he could think of, something he'd seen in countless Television series and movies. 
Something he knew humans would think of as comfort when times were hard, when they were suffering as 
Steve now. Saying nothing, he sat down right next to the man, mirroring his posture while he reaching for the 
human's callused hand. He faltered at first before bracing himself, feeling strangely foolish when it was in 
reality nothing more than a good natured gesture. Steve had no one else to turn to, someone would have to 
offer at least a speck of consolation. Scowling, with that decision made up in his mind, Ed reached for the 
man's hand; enveloped it within his larger clawed one. The human's fingers twitched at the initial touch, didn't 
respond to begin with. And then, slowly, gradually, they accepted the hold. And then squeezed back, tightly, 
firmly. Clinging to the physical contact offered, taking it for what it was. Using it as he needed to while he 


covered his eyes and wept. 

When the tears had finally dried and subsided, when Steve's face was pale and dry salty trackmarks peeled 
from his skin, he spoke. Without letting go of the creature's hand, without moving away, the corners of his lips 
upturned ever so slightly. 


‘Thank ye, Ed: 


If Eddie had had a human heart, it would have swelled. 


Rupture 
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‘So yer leavin’? 


Eddie froze in place, the voice seeming to ring in his ears. For whatever reason, he hadn't wanted Steve to 
catch him before he went back to the world from whence he came. To the world where he belonged, one of 
decay and decadence. He had spent what was to his existence but a brief moment in time with gentle, kind 
people. Of course, they were not without sin or blame, but their hearts were pure. Their souls were good, and 
that goodness touched the demon in a manner none before them had ever managed to. It was frightening, and 
the sooner he could get away, the better. Steve had won the bargain, the bet they'd made years ago, and so 
he was free. Better to grasp his opportunity than to allow himself to be torn apart and lose touch with who 
he was, what he was. He was evil personified, and he didn't belong in this place where his wicked intentions 
were withering away. Still, why did it affect him? Why did the thought of abandoning what had been his one 


safe haven make him.. suffer? 


‘Yes. | must. You won, Steve. You said you would prove me wrong one day, that not all humans take the easy 
way out and act on their impulses. Not all humans are remorseless cowards,’ said the demon as he turned to 


face the human. ‘You were right: 


No longer a boy, just somewhere in the middle of his life, Steve had aged well. Eddie had never been one to 
overlook or be unaffected by the mortal's type of beauty, and he knew that the man was handsome by human 
standards. The expression on his face at the moment was stern, the stoic mask he put on when holding back 
and concealing unwanted emotions. His thick brows were furrowed, his dark wavy fringe falling into his even 
darker eyes. His arms were folded defiantly across his chest, tattoos he had adorned them with in his youth 
now fading with age. His gaze was demanding, but yet almost sad. It was a strange contradiction, something 
Eddie thought he would have grown accostumed to over the years but never truly fully understood. For once 
in his life, it was the demon's turn to find himself lost and helpless to deduce the man before him. 


‘So, that's all? | won the bludi bet, an’ yer lettin’ us all go that easily? Without as much as a second thought? 
No fight? That's not ye, Ed, ye never just give in’ 


‘lam a demon, Steve. Its what we do, once our servitude has been fulfilled. | need to be with my own kind, | 
need to go back home. Its where | belong, just as you are supposed to live your life here; Eddie sighed, not 


sure where the human wished to take the conversation. 


The demon watched as his - his what? His friend? His former master? His equal? - hung his head, silence 
hanging thick in the air, swirling around them and nearly prickling Eddie's rough skin. It was an odd sensation, 


something he wouldn't have normally picked up on. It made the situation tense; uncomfortable. The demon could 
handle a lot of things, but the palpable sense of sorrow - of pain - lingering in the air was new to him. And 
the fact that it wasn't just Steve who eminated these emotions out of the two of them made him feel 


confused, fearful almost. 


There was no eye contact to be made, although the red orbs of the demon almost desperately sought it. The 
human man seemed to be doing his best to avoid their gazes locking, keeping his distance and kicking the dirt on 
the ground with his old, worn sneakers. It was chilly, the breeze rattling the leaves on the trees in the 
backyard. It smelled of rain oncoming, the skies gray despite the late Summer still keeping flowers and trees 
green and lively. A gush of wind caught Steve's thick curls, made them dance around his shoulders all the way 
down his back. For some reason, the visual made Ed all the more melancholy, etched itself into his mind's eye. 
He would never forget it, the vision of Steve - a small, yet so strong and ambitious man - now looking almost 


like a lost little boy. 


‘Course. | don't know why | thought ye wouldn't wont that. Ye deserve ta be ‘appy, don't ye? | spose me an’ 
the blokes will make do without ye, sumhow, ye know. Ye.. ye will be missed, ‘owever, said Steve finally, 
shrugging his shoulders in what was supposedly a noncommittal gesture but the way he kept his gaze lowered 


- long coal black lashes fanning over refined cheek bones - spoke volumes and Eddie didn't know whether he 


ought to address it. 
He chose not to. 


‘Perhaps, one day, | might be able to return. Only my Lord can allow it, once | return to Hell, but perhaps | 
could find another way, who knows, he said, knowing full well that it was not a satisfying answer, and not the 
one Steve had been hoping for. 


His suspicions were confirmed when the human man flinched, his head shooting up and his gaze seemed to bore 
straight into the demon's black soul, seemed to pierce right through him. So much pain. Unlike anything he had 
ever seen, unlike any he had ever had the displeasure of picking up on from the man - and it wasn't the first 
time Steve had shown him vulnerability. It was only for that fleeting space of time, but it was there, the 
unblemished, unhinged agony making the demons skin crawl. Steve's eyes were pleading with him, begging him 
for anything. For a word, for a proper goodbye. For a promise, for a way for them to meet up again one day. 
All of which were things Ed could not give. Dejected, but seemingly unable to control his own body, the demon 
relented momentarily as he inched closer to the human. The man looked up at him, his sorrowful eyes never 
once breaking their stare, never once wavering the way they usually might out of bashfulness. He was so 


determined. 


‘If there's a way, you know | would. If only to see your smile again, the demon murmured, his raspy voice 


sounding odd to his own ears when the tone rung so genuine and true, so full of honesty. 


The human nodded, a quick, curt movement as if anything grander might tear down the wall he'd put up. Not 
even a word, and Ed watched the man's adams apple bob a couple of times with each hard swallow. There was 


a very faint glossy hue to the dark eyes, held back and forced into submission. But it was there, none the less. 


Stoic Steve, brought to the brink of tears. For some reason, it struck the demon like a pang in the chest area; 


as if, for a second, he was frozen in time. 


Then, almost out of its own accord, one of the creature's clawed hands came up to cup the man's stubbled 
cheek, catching Steve off guard and making him gasp, but never once did he move to pull back. It spoke 
volumes of the human's trust in the demon, of his belief than even now when their bond was severed; there 
would be no harm done to him. No words were needed to convey the sentiment. And the knowledge made what 
little of Ed's heart that wasn't cold and hard swell, made him pleased with himself. With the way even someone 
as foul as him might earn a little bit of trust. In fact, the human seemed to lean into the almost tender touch, 


shutting his eyes until the demon withdrew his hand without another word. 


Steve looked at Eddie again then, blinking rapidly as his dark orbs seemed to cloud over, overwhelmed by the 
loss, wide and watery as he regarded the creature. Ed knew that he judged him not by his appearance, judged 
him not by his nature. He judged him only based on what must have been a friendship; the very first the 
creature had ever developed with neither man nor fellow demon. It nearly hurt him, even, to know that it must 


end. That it must be called off, and torn apart. 


‘ll miss ye, said Steve brokenly, the attempted smile on his face anything but true; it never touched his eyes, 


never made the corners crinkle. ‘Ye've been one ‘ell o a mate! 


Ed simply nodded then, a second pang of something that could only be described as guilt hitting him full force. 
It squeezed his heart, would have made it tough to breathe if the demon had actually needed air to sustain 
himself. He clutched at his chest, feeling Steve's concern for his wellbeing seep into his senses, despite his 
being an eternal entity who would never die and never grow old. Eddie simply shook his head then, deciding to 
cut the suffering short, to lessen both of their burdens, and in that moment he was gone in a cloud of foul 
stench and fiery smoke similar to the one he had first appeared in all those years ago. Left alone was Steve, 
who wiped subtly at his wet eyes as the rain began to fall from the blackened skies overhead. 


